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Summary: Scotts quite wrong about something. 

Warnings: Hey it's me there's gonna be some angst in there somewhere *g*. 

Authors Note: Thanks to Katie for the beta *hugs*. Having seen VR play live on the 3/9 | got bunnied, 
surprise huh? :-). Anyways Scott tended to wiggle all over both Duff and Dave when he got the chance but 
though he wiggled close to Slash he didn't touch him. This is my take on it. 


ew Ku Ro Ko Kw 


"How many more times, Scott?" He sounds like a parent scolding a child for the hundredth time, tired and 
disappointed. 


It hurts, hurts that Slash is disappointed in me, hurts more than | want it to or | think it should. So how do | 
respond? Like the child he obviously thinks | am. 


"What the fuck is your problem?" 
Smart going. 


| get blinked at, then a shake of his head and a wry smile. Before he pushes the hair out of his eyes and really 


looks at me. All | can see is friendship and understanding. 
That's not what | want, dammit. 


"ım not Duff, Scott, lm not comfortable with you wiggling yourself all over me on stage. That's all it is, man, 


nothing else. | just don't like it.” 


And that's the thing, isn't it? He's not Duff and | wouldn't want him to be. Duff is someone | trust with my 
life; in fact, have trusted with my life. He's picked me up, kicked my ass, held my hand. Given me something to 
get healthy for. He's my friend, my brother and | love him dearly for it. 


But he's not Slash. | don't want Duff the way | want Slash. 


In a way that burns a hole into my soul, makes me ache during waking hours, fills my dreams at night. If it 
weren't for the Guardian Angel that is our bass player, | probably wouldn't be eating, drinking or even sleeping 


much. 

| know everyone thinks we're together that we spend our nights doing screwing each others brains out but it's 
not like that. He literally gives me something or rather someone to hold on to. Sex doesn't come into it; it's not 
like we see each other that way. And even if we did | really don't want to get Dave's bad side. | don't think that 


would be a good idea at all. So some nights when things are bad he'll sit with me until | sleep. It's something 


left over from when things were really bad. 
Its only when | feel the couch next to me move that | realise just how wrapped up in my own head I'm being. 
"You alright?" 


The question is asked softly, in that gentle voice making me shudder inside and followed by another just as 
potent. 


"You understand, don't you?" 


Sighing | nod my head, not trusting myself to say anything as his arm curls lazily round the back of the sofa, 


so close, so fucking close. | can smell the tobacco, almost taste his scent: 


"Why?" So I'm gonna sit here and let him twist the knife some more, | never said that | didn't make my own 


pain. 


There's this sound that comes from him, you can't say Slash snorts but | suppose that's the nearest l'm 
getting to it. 

"| don't think Duff and Dave would really appreciate a fourth." Something flickers deep in those eyes, something 
old and something | don't even want to know how it got there - its not nice, it's enough to make me turn my 
head away from him. His hurt on top of mine magnifies things ten thousand fold. ".I've done multi-partner 


relationships before, it's not pretty, not something | can do or | want to do." 


Those quietly spoken words have just turned the way | understood things to be on its head and l'm sat here 
looking at my hands as though they're the most interesting thing in the world. 


Still half expecting the blow that | now know isn't coming. 
Old habits, ya know. 


Looking up at him feels rather like standing up in a ‘meeting’ for the first time, its complete honesty wrapped 
up in a total leap of faith. 


Scary as fuck. 
| know I'm on display his eyes aren't the only ones that tell a story. 


"Dave would kill me if he thought there was anything like that between us - me and Duff that is." I'm 


stumbling the words falling all over each other, I'm not even sure I'm making any sense at all. 

Then whatever | was about to say dies completely in my throat as fingers brush against the base of my skull. 
"You shouldn't have had it cut, ya know, | like it longer - can't play with it this short." You'd think he was 
talking about the album, yet again, to some interviewer or other in that soft, pleasant, un-rushed voice of his. 


Not turning me into a quivering mess just from a single touch and few words. 


Then for a moment the world spins before settling with me on my back under Slash. That hair brushing across 
my skin as he pushes cloth out the way to get to what he wants. 


Which is me apparently. 
Would this be me complaining? No fucking way. 


All | can feel is centred round what he's doing to me. 


Long, strong, guitarist fingers seeking out and finding those spots that make my breath hitch, my skin sing, 
make me forget that | can do more than moan. 


Teeth find my hip, as he struggles with pants that are one size too tight really. 


"You're lucky these things haven't got you thrown over a flight case while Duff screws around on stage.” That 


image almost has me loosing it, arching against him. Demanding more. Begging silently. 


A small chuckle and hot breath against my cock have me biting back a scream, shuddering violently as | fight 
for what little control | have left. 


"Like that idea, do we?" He's growling now, voice harsher and hotter, deeper, needing. | could come from just 


hearing him like that. 

Suddenly I'm cold and bereft for a few moments as he gets rid of his and the rest of my clothes, | don't like 
it. It long enough for doubt to start to slide in, for little bits of reality to start telling me this isn't real 
Nothing more than a fuck between friends. 


Then I'm being held again, chest to chest, cock to cock, body to body. 


Words that really don't make sense breathed in my ear, only the sound of them is soothing, calming, making 
me feel protected. 


A nip beneath my ear and heat starts to return melting the ice away. Sending reality away with her tale 


between her legs. 


A knee between my thighs as he moves down, mouth on my cock and my balls before he lifts my legs as he 


opens me up to him with his tongue. 
Fingers follow, the other hand gently petting making sure l'm all right. 
Then he sinks home. | have Slash in me. Nothing else is important. 


And nothing lasts forever, he moves everything falls a part. | break over and over; the pieces are never going 
to fit together the same again. 


His heat brands as he fills me, hands and teeth marking laying a claim that he's never going to take up, words 


muffled against my shoulder as he comes. 
| turn away from those eyes - again, | can't look. It's too much. 


Reality is back and she's gonna make me her bitch. 


l'm cold, again, then he's back with towels gently cleaning me up and hope flutters. 
"You need a Snake Pit tattoo." 

Huh? 

"You heard me. It'll say you're mine." He's laughing, genuinely laughing, probably at me. 
| don't give a fuck. 

He wants me. 


~End~ 


